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in readiness. Philina was a beautiful dancer, she animated both
her companions. Nor was Wilhelm without skill; but he wanted
careful practice, a defect which his two friends voluntarily took
charge of remedying.

In these amusements the time passed on insensibly; it was
already late when they returned. The rope-dancers had com-
menced their operations. A multitude of people had again as-
sembled in the square; and our friends, on alighting, were struck
by the appearance of a tumult in the crowd, occasioned by a throng
of men rushing towards the door of the inn, which Wilhelm
had now turned his face to. He sprang forward to see what it
was; and pressing through the people, he was struck with horror
to observe the master of the rope-dancing company dragging poor
Mignon by the hair out of the house, and unmercifully beating
her little body with the handle of a whip.

Wilhelrn darted on the man like lightning, and seized him by
the collar. " Quit the child I" he cried in a furious tone, " or one
of us shffl never leave this spot;" and so speaking, he grasped
the fellow by the throat with a force which only rage could have
lent him. The showman, on the point of choking, let go the child,
and endeavoured to defend himself against his new assailant. But
some people, who had felt compassion for Mignon, yet had not
dared to begin a quarrel for her, now laid hold of the rope-dancer,
wrenched his whip away, and threatened him with great fierceness
and abuse. Being now reduced to the weapons of his mouth, he
began bullying and cursing horribly: the lazy, worthless urchin,
he said, would not do her duty; refused to perform the egg-dance,
which he had promised to the public; he would beat her to death,
and no one should hinder him. He tried to get loose, and seek
the child, who had crept away among the crowd. Wilhelm held
him back, and said sternly: " You shall neither see nor touch her,
till you have explained before a magistrate where you stole her.
I will pursue you to every extremity; you shall not escape me."
These words, which Wilhelm uttered in heat, without thought or
purpose, out of some vague feeling, or, if you will, out of inspira-
tion, soon brought the raging showman to composure. "What
have I to do with the useless brat ?" cried he. " Pay me what
Jher clothes cost, and make of her what you please; we shall settle
it tonight." And, being liberated, he made haste to resume his
interrupted operations, and to calm the irritation of the public by
eome striking displays of his craft.